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ing his cane over his head, " there y-you slink ; I w-wish I had hold of you/' And I heard the running footsteps of No. i as he darted away, across and down the avenue.
" An-and the police ?" sarcastically resumed the big man, who wavered unsteadily now and then. " II-how useful are the police! How many do y-you see at this moment, pray, eh? And, by the way, m' child, what in the devil's name brings yer on the street alone at this hour, say, tell me that ?" and he assumed a most judicial attitude and manner.
I replied, "I am going home from my work, sir."
" Y-your w-what ? " he growled.
" My work, sir, at the theatre." " Good Lord ! " he groaned, " and t-that crawlin'   r-reptile   couldn't    let   you   pass, you poor little soul,  you !"
Upon my word, I thought he was going to weep over me. Next moment he turned his collar up with a violence that nearly         \ was very big, he was  silvery grey, and his
